THE   BOMB    FACTORY

I was obliged to dress and follow them. They took
us to the barracks, where a hulking brute of a China-
man tied our hands behind our backs with thin string,
linking us together with a rope which he threaded
through between our wrists. Then we were taken
out into the street once more, escorted by three
soldiers, who seemed to take great delight in loading
their rifles before our eyes and clicking the bolt
particularly hard. They took us to a dragon-roofed
Chinese house, pushing us through a series of courts
into a guard-room. My hands were already numb
with the cold and the cruel pressure of the tightly-
drawn string round my wrists and I heaved a sigh of
relief when the string was cut. But my relief was
premature. The Chinaman placed one end of a steel
chain round the Cossack's neck, and after securing it
firmly passed the other end round my neck, locking
it in the same way. The connecting part of the chain
was only a few inches long. With this steel collar
round our necks, we were shoved through a door
into an open kitchen and left there in charge of a
guard.

To add to my troubles the Cossack experienced an
irresistible urge to withdraw and when, with a great
deal of expressive pantomime, he managed to make
the guard understand what he wanted, I naturally
had to accompany him. When the Cossack crouched
down I had to do the same, and what with the dis-
comfort of the unaccustomed position, the chain
dragging at my neck, and the Cossack behaving as he
must, I had a right unpleasant time of it.
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